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The girls, aged eleven and twelve, were both pretty;  one
was studying music and one dancing.
This family came from Bologna. They lived by their
wits, and what was lacking them in wealth they made up in
gaiety and good humour.
Bellino, as the elder boy was called, sat down to the harpsi-
chord and sang like an angel. The Castilian closed his eyes
with very enjoyment, but I kept mine open and watched
those of Bellino flashing fire as he sang.
The next afternoon I went to pay my respects to the
mother, and to ask the family to sup with me. She grew
confidential, and told me that they were in a difficult
position.
cWe have spent all our money/ she said, cand will have to
return to Bologna on foot and begging our bread.'
I drew out of my purse a gold piece, and laid it on the
table.
CI will give you another, madarne,3 I said, cin return for
a little piece of confidence. Tell me, is not Bellino a girl in
disguise ?'
eNo, indeed—though I admit he has the look of one.'
cThe look and the voice, madame, I know what I am
talking about.'
'You are mistaken nevertheless.'
On the stairs I met Cecile, the youngest child. Catching
her by the arm, I said. £If you want to earn six sequins, tell
me the truth: is not Bellino your sister and not your brother?3
CI cannot tell. But Bellino must be my brother, otherwise
he would not be allowed to act here.'
Don Sancio invited us all to supper with him the following
night, and gave us a magnificent repast. The table was
covered with silver plate and the servants were in full livery.
We had white truffles, shell-fish of many kinds, the best fish
from the Adriatic, still champagne, peralta, xeres, and pedro
ximenes. After supper Bellino sang in a manner calculated
to completely overthrow what little reason the wine of the
magnificent Spaniard had left us. Expression,, manner, ges-

